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The old priest ot Isola. Itossa, standing

at his door In the cool ot the evening,

saw Joseph Seraflno stamp furiously across

the square. He smiled, and called over

his shoulder to the crone viho waited on

him to get out a bottle of Cap Corse

wine from the cupboard, for Joseph car-

ried his gun slung across his shoulders.
As Joseph drew nearer, honeier, the
uriesfs smile changed into a frown, and
he ordered the woman to go down Into the on

cellar and fetch up a bottle of an older

Outage, for there were scratches upon

Joseph's face.
SerafiDo's wife was something of a a

shrew, as the priest was well aware,
since at times her tongue wore out her
husband's patience, and he would sling
his gun across his shoulders, stuff his
pockets with cartridges and hurry to Fa-

ther Andrea's house in the square, vowing

that he would put up with his dog's life no

more. The conversation which followed
was of so invariable a kind, and ended in
so Intariable a result, that the priest could
anticipate it with a smile. Seraflno would
call the earth, the heaven above the earth,
and the waters uuder the earth to witness
that ho had done w(tb houses and streets
and his fellow-me- n: that henceforth he
would live among the chestnut forests of
Jlount I'adro, where no women's tongues
chattered and all the world was still. When
Serafino was tired of talking, the priest
would persuade him to drink a last bottle
of wine before he went. And, after the
bottle was finished, the old man would pro-lo- e

one last game of piquet, which Jo
seph was allow ea to win, ana auer iuc
game of piquet Joseph was led gently
home.

Tonight, however, thero were scratches
upon SeraDno's face, and so Father An-

drea ordered his best white wine, which
had lain twenty years In bottle, and thank-
ed the Tope he was himself a celibate. A
scratched face was a new thing even in
Seraflno's experience, and the priest won-
dered whether the conversation tonight
might not have a different end. His won-

der was justified in the event.
"Am I mayor of Isola Rossa?" cried

Serafino. "Were my grandfathers corpor-
als In Corsica? Was I taught at the Col-

lege of Ajaccio? Did I practice as an ad-

vocate before I Inherited my lands? And
shall I endure an eternal click-clac- k of
abuse and look, father! a woman's fin-

gernails?"
Serafino walked about the room, tug-

ging with both hands at his great beard.
Except for the remark about the finger
nails the harangue was familiar enough,
and the priest with a soothing word or
two uncorked his bottle of wine.

But Serafino waved his hand.
"So, father; I will not stay tonight,"

and he turned to the window and gazed
upward to the olive slopes above the vil-

lage, and above the olive slopes to the
thickets of arbutus and myrtle on the
mountain sides.

"It has lain twenty years In the bottle,
my son. It comes from Lurl," said the
priest, as he poured out the wine, holding
the bottle high above the glasses so that
the splash might sink into Seraflno's soul.
But again Serafino waved the wine aside.

'"So, father, I am going. Tonight I
sleep up there. I leave my lands to my
wife, but I will see no more of her."

This, too. was familiar to the priest,
who replied:

"But you swore an oath, my son. to your
wife, and will break it for a few cross
words and a slap ot the hand? No good
comes of breaking oaths." And, since
Serafino remained silent, he thought of en
Instance.

"Carlo Giammarchl broke his oath," he
said, "and see what came of IL He per-
ished miserably ten jears ago, and to this
day his memory lies under reproach."

Then Serafino swung round from the
Indow.
"Giammarchl kept his oath," he said,

quietly.
'5Ir son." the old man answered, in an

accent of reproach, "you were with mo
when he swore it. Have you forgotten the

'little hut on Monte Cineraggla, the man
stretched on a few branches for a bed, and
the oath he swore to me, that if he re-

covered he would never again lift hand or
weapon against a fellow-man-

"I have not forgotten. Giammarchl kept
that cath."

Tn priest tapped gently with his pngers
on the table for a little. Then, as gently,
he said:

"That is not right, my son. Carlo Giam-
marchl was your friend, I know, but it is
not right on that account to deny the
truth. Giammarchl shot Augelo through
the back."

"Who shall prove that?" asked Seraflno,
bluntly.

The priest sat down in a chair and pro-
ceeded to argue with Seraflno, In a soft,
persistent voice, as though he were talking
to an obstinate child. He was cot alto-
gether displeased at Seraflno's stubborn-
ness, since. In the argument, Seraflno's-wlf- e

seemed likely to be forgotten.
"The two men were found dead upon the

hillside," he said. "Both were shot in the
back. Angclo was a gendarme, and is cl-
outed by his duty, though I do not say he
should not rather have tried to capture
Giammarchl. It was evident, however,
that Giammarchl was escaping. A few
yards woud have brought him into the
safety of the woods, cud so Angclo shot
bira."

Serafino nodded bis head, agreeing so
far.

"But Angelo was shot, too He also
was shot In the back. Therefore, he was
turning away down the hillside to Join bis
fellows. GUmmarcbi can only have been
wounded, and shot Angelo before he died."

"Who shall prove that?" again asked
Serafino.

"There was no witness, it Is true," said
the priest, "but there needs none, for an
exploded cartridge was in the barrel of
Glammarcht's rifie. It is prcof enough."

Serafino looked for a long while at the
priest.

"But what If there was a witness?" ho
said, slowly. Then he turned again to the
window and exclaimed abruptly, "Angelo
Montaltl died a dog's death, as be deserv-
ed, and Carlo Giammarchl kept the oath
he swore."

After be had spoken there was silence.
The old priest's object had at a'l events
been secured, for both men had clean for-
gotten Seraflno's wife. Jo3eph stared out
of the window; the priest stared at the
wine in his glass.

At last the priest spoke timidly:
"I do not understand, my son."
Serafino made no movement, but an-

swered In a musing voice, as he looked out
up to the mountains, and the maqul of
tiecs and shrubs which clothed the moun-
tain flanks.

"Why should I not tell jou? For ten
years Glammarchi's memory has lain un-

der this reproach, and he was my friend.
As for myself, I would Just as soon live
among the hills."

He called the priest to his side, and
pointed across the square to the large
house at the comer.

"There Carlo Giammarchl lived twenty
3 ears ago Twenty jears ago It was Just
such another summer evening as this,
Tathcr I was at supper with Carlo irr that
house, when the news was brought that
old Montaltl, Angelo's father, had stabbed
Glammarchi's son in a tavern at Calri.
Carlo leaned his head on his hands and
said not a single word. Carlo was fifty, I
only twenty-fiv- e: so I kept silence, too.
After a w bile Carlo got up ery softly from
bis chair and took his rifle; then as softly
he went out of the bouse and took the
road up past Belgodere to the Col Colom-ban- o,

where two days afterward he fell
In with Montaltl and shot Mm through the
lungs. Carlo took refuge in the maqul,
about Mount Uadro, and so lived securely
for the next ten years. Montaltl, however,
left behind him a sister of his own age,
and a son, Angelo. who was fourteen years
old when bis faher died. Have you not
seen them. Father, walking together by
the sea, among the orange trees, anions
the olives, the sister always talking, the
boy llstneisg? Angelo learned but one
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lesson, tllat he must avenge his father. Not
that I blame Montalti's sister," he added
simplj ; "she only did her duty."

Joseph!" cried Father Andrea, lifting I
his hands in expostulation, "do jou say
that?"

Serafino laughed.
"Yes, even I. Say that my blood claims

me in the end. I am no Frenchman. I
hate them, like any other Corsican, for all
my fine schooling at Aiaccio. Look,
father, at the gendarme there, lounging

the bench before the Inn. I could dash
my fists in his face with the greatest
good will. Angelo turned gendarme.
That's why he deserved a dog's death, not
because ho killed Carlo. Besides, he was

cur," and Serafino told the rest of his
story. The old priest listened with a
frowning face until Serafino stopped.

"And jou have hidden this for ten
years V he said, severely.

"I make it known now," said Sepifino,
and at that the old man's severity soft-

ened into sadness.
"True, my son," he said, "it must be

made known now," and, with a sigh, he
fetched a sheet of paper and his inkpot,
and set them before Serafino.

"Write," he said.
Seraflno took the pen and wrote, and

this is what he wrote:
On the 18th day of March, ten ears

ago, the night being wild and stormy. Car-
lo Giammarchl came down from Mount
Padro to Isola Rossa, and supped with me,
as he had often done before. He left my
house an hour before daw n. The nes.t aft-
ernoon a boy stopped me at mj door, and,
asking whether I was Joseph Serafino,
thrust a letter into my hand and ran off.
The letter, written by a friend ot Gimmar- -
chl, informed mo that Giammarchl had been
shot at daybreak, four miles from the town.
He now lay at death's door, and was in
sore need of a priest. I was entreated,
therefore, to bring a priest with me, and
come to a certain spot among the v lne ards
after sundown. This I did, and bringing
Father Andrea with me, was met by the
man who wrote the letter. He led us to a
little hut in a thicket of shrubby oak trees,
where we found Carlo stretched upon a
mattress ot boughs, and as it seemed at
his last breath. Father Andrea, however,
refused him absolution until he should
swear that if. by any chance, he fcot well
ot his wound, he would never again lift
hand or weapon against a fellow-ma- n. Tor
a while Carlo was obdurate.

"It was Angelo Montaltl who shot me,"
he said. "He knew I was with Seraflno,
and lay in wait. It I get well, and let him
go, the very children will sing the rini- -
becco as I pass."

"You weigh jour soul against a
asked the priest, and ho pleaded

with Carlo until the outlaw took the oath.
"But God send I die," he added, and turn-
ed his face to the wall.

Yet Carlo did not die, and as soon as he
could be moved his friends carried him to a
little village remote among the hills, and
there tended him. Meanwhile Angelo
Montaltl, believing that now he had killed
Giammarchl, crossed to France, and, think-
ing to make a fortune, most deservedly lost
what he had. A year later he came back
penniless to Isola Rossa, and, hearing that
Carlo was still alive, enlisted as a gen-
darme, being thus privileged to kill Carlo
and suffer no disability himself.

However, he had to find Giammarchl first,
and there was but; one man in Isola Rossa
who could show him the way, and that man
was the least disposed to help blm, for
Carlo Giammarchl was my friend. How-

ever, I did show Angelo the way, for it was
my habit to visit Giammarchl in the vil-
lage where he lay, still weak from his
wound, and Angelo set spies to follow me.
On my last visit I found to my surprise
that the village was deserted except for a
few women and children.

"There Is a testa in the next hamlet,"
Carlo explained. "But it Is unlikely the
gendarmes will on this one day come here
to search for me."

But even while he spoke a child came
running up the hillside, crying that the
gendarmes were coming. I snatched up
my rifle. Carlo picked up his, but with a
certain hesitation, as though his oath
weighed upon htm.

"I must needs live in the forest," he
said, and we hurried out of the cottage
and up the slope behind the village. We
had only climbed 200 yards when Carlo's
breath failed him.

"I can go no further," be said, and drop-
ped to the ground. I sprang onto a hil-

lock and looked downward. Half a mile
below I could see the shoulder-belt- s and
rifles flashing among the Junipers like so
many mirrors, and then I beard a shout.
It seemed to come from much nearer, from
the very borders of the village. I looked
that way and saw a gendarme standing In
front of the cottage. I remembered his
shadow on the white plaster ot the wall.
He held his rifle to his cheek, and the
next moment I saw the smoke and heard
the singing of a bullet a yard above my
bead. I Jumped off the hillock and lifted
Carlo. g, him,
I got him up to a narrow patch of albatro
which stretched across the slope. The
strip of shrubbery was dense, and leaving
Carlo on the edge of it, I pushed inward
to discover the safest biding place. But I
had not moved more than ten paces before
I heard a startled exclamation behind me.
I turned around. Carlo was holding the
twigs apart and peering down the slope.
All fatigue bad faded from his face; his
very beard seemed alert. I ran back and
looked over his shoulder. One gendarme
v.as running up the slope, his body dou-
bled forward. It was Angelo Montaltl.

He made a mark to tempt a saint, and
m fingers itched for a shot at him. Carlo
loaded his rifle. Twice he raised it to his
shoulder, twlco ho lowered it. Then ho
sprang through the thicket and out upon
the opposite side. From the border of the
shrubbery an open Incline rose to the great
ofrest. If Carlo could cross the open space
he would be sate. I advanced immediately
to Montaltl.

"Where's Giammarchl?" he cried.
"Not here. It was me you shot at, An-

gclo "
"Not here!" said he, with a sneer. "Well,

St. Nega Is the saint for an advocate to
worship," and he ran past me. I was Just
putting out my band to catch him when I
noticed the tin cartridge-bo- x which swung
at his side. I drew my hand back. Angelo
oushed through the thicket, and I followed
him. Carlo was half way up the slope, but
ho moved at a stumble, with one hand to
the wound in his chest.

"Not here!" Montaltl flung the words at
me. signer Advocate, jou ami i win taiK
about the He afterward." ,.

"He had jour lire in his'hands and he
let you go."

"The more fool he," said Montaltl. He
tossed the cartridge he bad fired at me out
of his rifle and felt for another. The lid of
his cartridge-bo- x was open, tne dox was
emptv.

"You must have spilled them all while
you ran," said I.

"Give me jours." said he, turning, with
an oath.

I stood a little way off and laughed at
him.

"Angelo, I have none. Do not worship
St. Nega?"

He swore at me again, and then raced
up the hillside. Carlo, though near to the
forest, was jet nearer to the limits of his
strength. I shouted to him. He turned,
saw Angelo pursuing him, dropped behind
a bowlder and covered him with his rifle.
Angclo began to run in zigzags, but

upward, and still Carlo did not Are.
No doubt, however, he found tho tempta-
tion overpowering him, for suddenly he
Jerked the cartridge out of the rifle breech
and again ran for the forest. I saw the
copper case of the cartridge sparkle
through the sunlight and He on the brown
turt, bright as a gold coin. Angelo saw
it, too. He darted upon It. and with It
shot Giammarchl through the back Just
as he reached the undergrowth.

For a moment Montaltl stood motion-
less; a thin ribbon of smoke curled up
from his rifle barrel. Then he opened the
lock and flung the cartridge toward me.

"Carlo's mistake." said he.
"Montalti's. too." said I. and I covered

him. I let him run till ha reached the
covert, then I shot him through the back.
I knew the other gendarmes could not be
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far behind. I ran up to the forest. Carlo
was kneeling, stark dead, with ono hand
clasped about a tree-bol- e, the other grasp-
ing his rifle. I took tho exploded car-

tridge from the breech of my rifle, and fit-

ted It into his. Then I stole back to Isola
Rossa.

"These things happened ten jears ago,
but I disclose the secret now, for I would
just as soon live among the hills. I have
been major for some while, and perhap3

am tired of that. I have been married
some while, too, and I am certainly "

"That will do, my son." Interrupted
Father Andrea, who was looking over Sera- -,

flno's shoulder. Seraflno signed his name,
and the priest witnessed the signature.
Then Serafino walked out and took the
path to the mountains. Half an hour later
Father Andrea carried the paper to the
gendarme lounging in the square.

"My son," said he, "commit no sin, lest
jour wife scratch jour face, and so the
truth will be disclosed;" which saying was
an enigma to the gendarme. London Tele-
graph.

A Ilnrirlnr Mm cd the Ilnlij".
(From the Chicago Journal.)

Policeman John rarrel, of Brookljn,
paced back and forth on the quiet street,
swinging his club to the measures of a
song. The Fourth with its noise and dan-

ger was over, and now the city, like a mild
and overgrown child had gone peacefully
to bed. All Patrolman rarreil nao to co
was to walk the beat until the relief came
at Kun-u- Then he would go home, Just
as Marguerite wakened and called "Dada!"
her morning greeting. Ah, sue ana ner
mother were fast asleep by this time, he
thought, and he looked up to the sky as
he made the sign of the cross over the
star on his broad bosom.

But do.Mi in the pretty cot-
tage that held Policeman Farrell's wife
and child a strange scene was even then
being enacted. In the shadow of the rose-

bush at the parlor window a man had hid-
den, had raised tho sash, and after a mo-

ment spent in listening, had crept in. A
burglar. And the defender ot this humble
little home was guarding strangers' Hve3

and property a mile away.
Not a board creaked under the steal-

thy tread of the thief; the doors turned on
noiseless hinges is he opened them and
peered Into the room where the mother
and child were. A lamp outside cast a
faint radiance into the room. He could
see the woman's face calm In slumber, but
a curious noise came from the baby's
crib a strange, hoarse, yet muffled breath-
ing. He hesitated a moment, and then
stepped swiftly over to the cradle and laid
his grimy hand on the little form.

"Get up!"
Tho mother was wakened from ber

dreams by a rough voice calling her. She
sprang up to Eee a strange man holding her
babj

"Get up! ho repeated, Deiore sno couiu
speak or scream. "Your baby has a
spasm. Quick! We must put her in a
warm bath. Keep her flat oa her back
while I cet the water."

He dashed out to the kitchen and put
water on the glowing gas range. Then
returned to the astonished and terrified
woman.

"I camo her to steal." he said. "But I
guess I got here In time to save that ba-

by girl. I'm going now. II jou'H tell me
where to find him I'll call jour husband."

She told him, and he ran to the door,
then returned to say:

"Put a little mustard In the water and
have it pretty warm. Put the baby In up
to her arm-pits-

Tho woman followed his advice, and in a
few moments the baby was over the con-
vulsion and was smiling up at her when
the policeman rushed In.

"Oh, John!" cried his wife, giving way
to tears, as a woman will when all danger
Is over, "a burglar saved her!"

The policeman gathered the Httlo one
close to his breast.

"Yes, ho told me," he said. "And and
he wanted me to arrest him for breaking
Into the house. But the holy saints know
I wouldn't treat an agent ot theirs llko
that!"

Leu aicelc Tlinn He Looked.
(From the Cincinnati Enquirer.)

He was a big enough man, but he looked
so meek that he seemed rather undersized.
And ho was meek. Ladies getting on a
street car recognized him at once as a
henpecked man and cast a. disdainful
glance on him by way ot thanks for the
seat he alwajs gave up with an apologetic
air as if he had been guilty of a misde-
meanor In sitting in it in the first place.
Men flecked their cigar ashes ou him and
turned to apologize, but seeing his meek-
ness, concluded not to take the trouble

The girls at the restaurants slammed
down in front of him tho leathern stenks
that had been sent back by more fastidi-
ous customers, and the market people gavs
him fruit that would rot before he get it
home. In fact, he got the worst of It
everj'where, but he never complained, and
let humanity trample on his corns with pa-

tient forbearance.
Jones In particular seemed to have It In

for the meek man whom he in derUlon
called 'Tighting Mollle," and the ingerul-t- y

of Jones in devising Inligilties for his
spiritless victim vas worthy of a better
cause. Jones was a large, floi man
who had no mercy and was insolent just
tor fun. But Jones made a mistake one
day In tho park. He stepped up to the
meek man, lounded him on the back,
smashed his hat down over his ej'"s aud
tweaked his whiskers. "Just wanted to
wake you up, Mollle, my boy, to say
hello "

The meek man gasped, and turned to a
handsomely dressed lady standing near by,
to whom ho said a word or two, and then
came back to Jonts, whom, to that gen-
tleman's surprise, he grabbed by the col-

lar.
"Just come behind tho band stand here

a moment," he said, calmly. "I want to
discourse a bit with jou," and he dragged
Jones away out of sight and hearing ot all
except a few of us who followed.

'Look here," he said, "that a ray wife
ov cr there, and she thinks I'm a real man.
She's going to keep on thinking so. My
dector has been telling me avoid all ex
citement, and I am. I'm as cool as a gin
rlckey, but I'm dammed if I don't take a
little violent exercise and warm up."

Then he gently but Urraly proceeded to
batter Jones' face.

The next day he looked as meek as ever,
but somehow or other after that we took
to handing him cigars now and then.

AVilinen nN Court Ilcjiurtrrfl.
(From the New York Sun )

"The major of Cleveland is reported In
a Cleveland paper as snjlng that his reas-
on for refusing to employ women In the
city offices is because there are many
things occurring which are unsuitable for
them to come in contact with. He cites
the testimony that comes before the par-
don board ot the workhouse, 'which has to
be put Into a public record because the
board is a public institution, with whos;
doings the public Is entitled to become ac-

quainted.' One would think that It it must
bo so public as all this, women hardly
could help knowing something about It.
He refers also to the testimony In various
cases in court, which he thinks women
stenographers ought not to hear. He over-
looks the fact that there aro usually a
number of other women present in the
courtroom during these trials.

"The mayor recalls to mind that official
In the War Department who refused to give
a $1,200 position to a woman who dis-
tanced all male competitors in tho Civil
Service examination because she some-
times might have to climb a stepladder to
reach certain documents, and it would bo
embarrassing to her. It is noticeable how
careful somo men are to spare a woman
annoyances and a good salry at the same
time.

"It may be remarked In this connection
that In most cases which come before
courts and boards thero Is considerable de-

tail of testimony which is unnecessary and
ought to be omitted because It is unflt for
men to hear. Tho presence of women
stenographers in such case would have a
tendency to shut out considerable irrele-
vant and objectionable matter. Such as
cannot be omitted tho stenographer can
take in an impersonal, business-lik- e man-
ner, and, while It may be disagreeable,
she would rather endure It occasionally
than to be deprived all the time of the op-

portunity to make such a salary as is not
often received outside ot court reporting."

Xot Laid Aside When Their Glories
Havc'Dejiartcd.

Uont That AVon'VropIilcs Still Snll-In- ff

on Sen mid Ill-ve- llnlejoit
Dajs of the Mnclc, Amcrlen, Purl-tu- n,

nnd DnumltM The i:ncllIi
Vnclit Cambria Cnrrjlns Conl.

(From the N'ew York Tribune.)
Where do Cup defenders go to when they

die? That depends on whether they have
been "good." If they have not been found
good enough in the trial races to defend
the Cup they may go to Ballyhack under
any rig, 60 far as anybody cares; but if
they have been successful in repelling the
invader they do not die. A successful Cup
defender has as many lives as Buddha, the
Wise One. The original schooner yacht
America has been sold many times; has
been a Government vessel, has been sunk
and abandoned, resurrected and started
afresh, has rotted and been rebuilt, has
been lengthened, replanked, retimbered,
and now she is back again among the
pleasure fleets and actually put into races.
She was rescued from obscurity by the
lato General Butler, and on his death
passed to his son, Paul Butler. Mrs. Ames,
ot Boston, went to Cuba in her last year
to bring back her husband. Gen. Adelbert
Ames, and the famous jacht that brought
tho ugliest and most beautiful ot all possi-
ble trophies from England In 1851 will ap-
pear once again this year on the racing
course when the Shamrock makes her at-
tempt.

The schooner Magic, ow ned and raced by
Tranklln Osgood in August, 1870, against
tho first challenger for the cup, Mr. Ash-bury- 's

Cambria. U still in commission, af-

ter having been often repaired since the
early days. She was reported last jear on
tho Sound, and Is now owned by John S.
Clarke, of Pittsburg.

The Columbia, owned by Tranklln d,

and sailed in October, 1871, against
tho Livonia, also owned by James Asbury,
is now sailing and kept in the best ot con-

dition by Vice Commodore Joseph De F.
Junkln, of tho Corinthian Yacht Club, of
Philadelphia. Until tho death of J. T. Per-
kins, late of tho New York Yacht Club,
she had alwajs been owned in New York,
and her last skipper here was Captain
Leander Jeffrey, who subsequently took the
Vigilant to England to race for George
Gould. Columbia I is 114 feet long ovci
all, 99 feet 5 Inches on tho water line, 23
feet beam, with 81-- 2 feet draft of water.
With her high bulwarks and general ap-

pearance of a trader (a look they all had
In earlier days), she seems, when ranged
alongside tho most modern racers, iiko
the side ot a house, though she always was,
and still Is, a faat'bbat. Commodore Jun-
kln will have her here in October, when
a number ot tho Philadelphia vessels will
cruise to Sandy Hook. Between Colum-bl- a

I and Columbia II there will be won.
derful differences to bo seen, alone worth
the trip to the Hook. The first Columbia
lost one race io the Livonia, said to be
through an accident,, and this was the only
race ever lo3t by an American yacht in
the Cup contests, except the ono sailed
by the Valkyie III, which, on a protest,
was not allowed.

Tho schooner yacht Madeline, launched
In 1867, was owned by J. S. DIckerson, of
tho New York Yacht Club, when she sail-
ed against the Canadian schooner Coun-
tess of Dufferln In August, 1876, and she
is now owned by John S. Dickerson, and
her hailing port Is' given a3 New York.

The second Canadian challenger for the
cup was a sloop, called the Atalanta, de-

signed by Alexander Cuthbert, who had
previously designed tho Countess of Duf-
ferln, and was met by the New York sloop
Mischief In November, 1881. Tho Mischief
was then owned by J. R. Busk, and is said
to be still In use. She added another vic-

tory to her increasing list, and it was
not until Sir Richard Sutton challenged
with the Qenesta that another interna-
tional race came on.

This was with J. Malcolm Forbes' sloop
Puritan, which met the Genesta in Septem-
ber, 1883, and defeated her. After the
starting signal for one of the races was
given, the Puritan fouled the Genesta and
carried away her bowsprit, and when the
race was offered to Sir Richard he replied
that he had not come over to win races
on fouls, and he chose a after
his repairs. When, in later years, Val-
kyrie III did about the same thing, prac-
tically, to the Defender, the Defenders
manager protested, nnd the club gave the
race to the Defender without the option ot

and the decision was accepted
by tho Defender's manager as scoring, In

effect, one victory for the defence. The
Puritan was altered by Mr. Forbes to the
schooner rig in 1696, and she is now owned
by John 0. Shaw, ot Boston, who has her
in commission.

In 1S3G the sloop Mayflower was brought
out to meet tho challenger Galatea, owned
by Lieutenant Henn. of the English Royal
Navy. Gen. C. J. Talne, of Boston, was
the owner of tho Maj flower and there wero
several other boats built to contest In the
trial races for the selection of the craft to
defend the Cup. But General Paine's boat
distanced them all, as she did also the Gal-

atea. Sho was designed by the celebrated
Burgess, and was altered by Lawley to the
schooner rig in 18S9. She is now owned
by William Amory Gardner, of Boston, and
ha3 been In commission every jear ot

Tho second vessel prepared by Gen. C.

J. Paino was tho sloop Volunteer, which
was brought out to meet tho challenger
Thlstlo, then owned by James Bell, ot
England. The successes of the Volunteer
in Sentember, 1SS7, are too fresh in the
memories of most people to require com-

ment. She was another Burgess creation,
built of steel, and lengthened by Lawley
nmi rhnncpil to the schooner rig in 1S91.

Sho altered to the cutter rig in 1891. She
Is now owned by J. Malcolm Torbes. and
is commanded by tho celebrated "Hank
Haft," who has tooled more defenders to
victory than any other man living.

As tho Vigilant. wth defeated tho
Valkyrie II in 1893, she is now- - in com-

mission, still under the cutter rig. and
owned by Percy Chubb. The Vigilant was
tho first defender produced by tho Herre3-hoff- s,

who have since retained tho cup
with another boat. The Vigilant Is built
of steel and Tobin bronze, and is good to
last for an indefinite tlmo. SInco beating
the Valkyrie II here she raced In Eng-

land, but was generally beaten by the
Prince of Wales' Britannia. When her
uses a3 a sloop are over she will make a
rrnod schooner for cruising.

Tho next defender was not built for a
long llfo, but for a temporary use in beat-

ing tho Valkyrie III. Still there is no rea-

son why she should not be rebuilt in or-

der to preserve her as an historic relic.
To do this it would be necessary to re-

move tho aluminum plates and frames
which were put into her to secure ex-

treme lightness In the upper hull. She
was the first of the big racer3 to follow-th- o

demand for extreme speed into un-

safe constructions. The present challen-
ger, the Shamrock, is of tho same kind,
and cannot bo allowed to cross the ocean
without a convoy. Tho defender for this
vear. the Columbia II, is a much stronger
boat! and will be able to cross tho ocean
.iinnn. Sho Is an exceedingly fine and
beautiful vessel, and will probably last as
long as the Interest in Cup defenders
continues.

There has been a good deal of pretty sen-ttof- nt

about preserving the country's his.
tone victors. In fact, looking back at the
list and seeing how they are all from tlm
to time rejuvenated and resurrected, it
may be said that for a good cup defender
there 13 no death.

In England the great boats of the coun-

try have not been treated with tho same
respect In their after years The Cam-bri- a.

the first cup challenger, and the yacht
that beat the celebrated American schoon-

er Dauntless from Kinsale Head to Sandy
Hook In July, 1870, for over twenty years
has traded to the West Coast of Africa,
and for other years she has been a common
coal schooner. In the last few months she
has been seen at the East India doclu as

a curiosity, and the latest news Is that she
will bo rigged once more as a yacht.
Her huge oak frames are practically im-
perishable, and It would be a pleasure to
see her take her placo onco more as a gen-
tleman's jacht.

UmlinrrnnsliiK Situations.
(From tho Youth's Companion.)

Why does a sober and sedate city gentle-
man start hatlcs3 to his place ot busi-
ness? Why should one of tho mo3t dig-
nified and serious-minde- d of women go
downtown with her dress skirt on wrong
side out? It is hard to say; but one can
readily lmagino the dismay of the poor
lady when a friend met her and called
her attention to the spectacle she vas
making of herself,

A Cambridge professor, whoso fits ot
mental aberration were as frequent as
they were amusing, was one day out In
a heavy rain with his umbrella held "high
over his head, when he met a friend who
stopped him and exclaimed:

"Dear me, Prof. M., why don't you put
up jour umbrella. Y'ou'Il bo drenched."

"Put up my umbrella?" said the pro-
fessor: "It Is UP."

"Yes, it Is; but It Isn't open."
For half an hour, more or less, the pro-

fessor had been walking with a dosed
umbrella held high above hla bead.

At another time the same scholar was
rldlpg downtown, in an electric car, and
lost himself in a book ho was reading.
Suddenly he noticed symptoms ot merri-
ment among the other passengers. What
could they be laughing at?

Tho mystery waa explained when he dis-
covered that, having been annoyed by
something between the plate ot his arti-
ficial teeth and the root of hU mouth, he
had removed bis teeth and was holding
them up to view between the thumb and
finger ot his hand.

Still more embarrassing was the case of
a lady who hurried Into church one Sun-
day morning without her bonnet, and when
reminded of the omission by her husband,
who had preceded her for several minutes,
rose hastily and hurried up tho broad cen-
tre aisle with a large red parasol raised
cIosq to her head!

Judge B , than whom there never was a
mora sedate and dignified man, once ap-

peared at a dinner party with bis handsome
white wig on wroug side put) tThe story Is not a new one ot the col
lege professor who stumbled against a cow,
and lifting his hat, said gravely:

"I beg your pardon, madame."
Mrs. L., a Boston Jady of a dignified and

even haughty manner, was trying on some
very expensive wraps In a suit and cloak
store, when she said to the clerk:

"I do not think I will decide an one '."

She had reached the street door when
a floor walker detained her and said:

"I beg pardon, madame, but I shall have
to asK you to remove tnai wrap oi ours oe- -
tore ypu leave tne store,"

A Clever Cowboy,
(From the Chicago Record.)

"One ot the slickest tblng3 I ever saw
in pjy life," said a veteran array officer
the other day, "was a cowboy stopping a
cattle stampede, A herd of about 00 or
S00 had got frightened at something, and
broke away pell-me- ll with their talis in
the air and the bulls at the bead of the
procession. But Mr, Cowboy didn't get
excited at all when he saw the herd was
going straight for a high bluff, where they
would certainly tumble down Into the
canyon and be killed. You know that when
a herd Ilk that gets to going it can't stop,
no. matter whether the cattle rush to death
or not. Those in the rear crowd those
ahead, and away they go. I wouldn't
have given a dollar a head for that herd
but tho cowboy spurred up his mustang,
made a- - little detour, came in right in
front of the herd, cut across tbelr. path,
at a right angle, and then galloped leis-
urely onto the edge of the bluff, halted and
looked around at that wild mass ot beef
coming right toward him. He was as cool
as a cucumber, though I expected to see
him killed, and was so excited I could not
speak.

"Well sir, when, the leaders had got
within a quarter ot a mile of blm I saw
them try to slack up, though they could
not do It very quickly. But the whole herd
seemed to want to stop, and when the cows
and steers In the rear got about where
tho cowboy had cut across their path I was
surprised to see them stop and commence
to nibble at the grass. Then the whole
herd stopped, wheeled, straggled back and
went to fighting for a chance to eat where
the rear guard was.

"You see. that cowbov had ooened a ble
bag ot salt he hail brought out from the
ranch to give the cattle, galloped across the
herd's course and emptied the bag. Every
critter sniffed that line ot salt, and of
course that broke up the stampede. But I
tell you it was a queer sight to see that
man out there on the edge of that bluff
quietly rolling a cigarette, when It seemed
as If ho d be lying under 200 tons of beef
in about a minute and a half."

A noomcrnuf; Joke.
(From the Detroit Free Tress.)

One ot Detroit's wealthy citizens has as
his guest a Christian Endeavorer, who Is
particularly welcome because they were
country lads together. One incident will
serve to show how they are rejuvenated
In living old times over. "Tom," said the
host in the presence of half a dozen oth-
ers, "remember the time we robbed the
watermelon patch?"

The two laughed heartily, and Tom
blushed deeply while admitting tho integ-
rity ot his memorj-- . "Guess I better tell
it myself," for he Is smart enough to know
that the victim of a joke gains sympathy
by confession. "Wo boys up there used to
get what money we could make by raising
table melons. Right next to our farm was
that of a crusty old bachelor, who had a
splendid crop of watermelons. A3 he was
without a son to reap the profits, and was
rich enough to do without them. I organ-
ized a coonlng expedition to Invade his
patch. Tho night was very dark, but we
managed to get away with all the ripe
fruit we could lay our hands on. The next
morning I made a horrible discovery."

"What was that?"
"In the darkness wo had blundered and

got on the wrong side of the fence, and
forty of my finest melons w ere gone. '

. The Titblt'ii Turned,
(From the Itochcstcr Democrat and Chronicle.)

William R. Walters, who Is serving in
tho Philippines, tells thi3 story: "Some
very amusing affairs take place between
our soldiers and tho Chinese merchants
owing to the inability of the Americans
to 'Babee' tho Oriental language. During
that part of the fighting which Is known In
our ranks as 'the loot ot Tondo,' I saw a
corporal of tho Twenty-thir- d regulars rake
a small safe out of some ruins after a fire.
Finding It to be empty, he started away
with it under his arm. Before- he had gone
very far ho met a Chinese merchant, to
whom bo undertook to sell the purloined
safe.

" 'Lookeo here. John. How muchee jou
give for safee? Bellee nlcee. Mucho wano
safeo?" sajs the corporal, with much ges-

ticulation and contortion.
" 'I really don't need a safe," quietly re-

plied the benighted Chinaman, "but I sup-
pose jou bojs need some beer money, so
vvbat do jou saj-- to $1 for It?"

"This was said In the purest English
Tho corporal almost dropped his safe with
astonishment, but he took the dollar, and
amid the laughter of the company, va-

moosed.' Somo of these Chinese mer-
chants. Indeed, speak English with a purity
and fluency that are remarkable."

A II.ml Jut..
(From the Detroit Free Prrsa.)

Old Jerry Billings had been a postmaster
at tho cross-road- s but a day or two when
a letter came addressed to Job Uaaklas.
and with "please forward" In a corner
of It

"Well, I'll be switched!" exclaimed eld
Jerry; "I'd llko to know If the (lov'ment
thinks this office is beln' run by angels "

"Why. par' asked Mrs. Bllllngi, who
was assisting In the office.

"Because here Is a letter addressed to
old Job Hasklns. an' it says if be ain't
here to forward It to him."

"Well, what o' that?"
"What o" that You know as well as I

do that old Job Hasklns has been dead
three months, and bow In tarnation does
the Gov'ment expect me to git the letter
to him? Do they think I'm an angel 7"

H- -i rt- -i
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The train crcakingly drew up to the lit-
tle station. A score or more ot passengera
alighted. Thero were many young mon and
young women oa hand to note the arrivals. of
Tho coming ot that train was one ot the
daily events In the college town. It was
,ho only link that bound the quiet placo to
the noisy outside world.

But this particular train meant more
than usual. It brought visitors, parents,
friends, trustees. Tor this was commence-
ment time.

Among the arrivals was a quietly dressed
man of middle ago with a grey mustackt Is
and keen blue eyes. A tall young man
pushed forward with outstretched hand.

"Father!"
''John, my bod!" a
A moment later the two were walking

up tho long main streot beneath the beau
tiful maples, the young man Itgntly carry-
ing the heavy traveling bag.

"By George, my boy," cried tne oiuer
man, as he drew in a long breath and
gazed admiringly at the youth, "It does
roe good to see you and to aea you here
I seem to see myself again trudging up
this, very Btreet not quite so tall, perhaps,
but I fancy much the same build. And
how are you, my lad? You know I haven't
laid eyes on you for nearly a year,"

"Quits well, father, and In excellent
spirits,"

'And the football knee?"
"Seems all right again. I'll prove It

to you when we do a little ot that hill
climbing that you promised me,"

"Yes, yes, my boyt" cried the old man
with a merry laugh. "I'll show you where
your father got in mischief In those dear
old days. And to think that I've let all a
these years slip by without revisiting the
old home,"

As be spoke a group of merry boys and
maidens passed by. They twept along
without a glance at the tall youth. The
older man turned and looked, after (hem.

"How 'a that, my boy?"
"What, rawer;"
"Why, It seemed to me that they meant

to snub you. Do you know them?"
"Yes, father; they are all college mates.

They meant to snub tne all right. Fact Is,
I'm boycotted,"

"Bless my soul! Boyeotted?"
"Boycotted, father. It's a funny story.

You know I came here determined to de
mote a year to rest and special study. I
had the lame knee to get In shape, and
there were certain lines of work J wanted
to pursue with Professor I'atton. He's the
only man in college or in the town who
knows who John Sturgca' father Is. Per-
haps I wasn't very friendly at the "start.
The boys wanted ma to Join them in sev-
eral things. They wanted me to try for
the football team."

"But you promised mo you wouldn't
play again."

"I kept my word, though It yras a temp-
tation."

The older man chuckled,
"What's the Joke, father?"
"I was laughing to think ot the greatest

halfback of '93 trying for a placo on a
village team."

'Of course they didn't know, and they
didn't like my excuse the knee. I said I
was too busy. That was he ginning.
I'm pretty sure they considered me stingy,
too. Perhaps you don't know, but I mado
up my mind to go through this extra col-

lege year on the same amount that you
worried through on. That didn't leave me
much for outside trifles. When they ask-
ed me for a contribution for the gymnas-
ium fund I had to refuse them."

"That was quixotic, my boy."
The joung man looked his father square-

ly in the face.
"Besides, dad, there is a girl In the

case."
The alderman started.
"A girl in the case," he dully repeated.
"Yes, father. A a charming girl. But

poor, very poor. She started in at college.
but had to stop. Now she's teaching In a
kindergarten. I think the girls her col- -
lego mates, you know snubbed her be
cause she couldn't dress quite up to their
standard. And I think, too, they complet-
ed the bojeett on me because I sympathiz-
ed with her and paid her some attentions.
But she's quite a clever girl, father. You
must meet her."

"Yes, jes," said the older man; a little
hastily. Then he suddenly laughed. "So
you're boycotted, both for lack ot college
spirit and lack ot college funds, eh?"

"That's about the size ot It, dad. Funny,
isn't it?"

"Very. But where are you taking me?"
"To my boarding place. I thought you'd

rather room with me than go to the hotel."
"Of course, and who's your landlord?"
"It's a landlady, dad. and I'm her only

boarder. Her name Is Spencer Mrs. Julia
Spencer."

"Julia Spencer! Do you know who Julia
Spencer Is?"

"Why. no. dad. I don't"
"She was your dead mother's dearest and

oldest friend. She was Julia Ranney then,
the prettiest girl In the village. At least
she was until I happened to meet some one
prettier. Why, boy, Julia Spencer might
have been your mother."

"I'm very glad she isn't," said the young
man.

"And why?"
"Because I mean to marry Julia Spen-

cer's daughter."
The older man stopped shorL
"Put down the bag," he said. His bright

blue eyes sought his son's.
"Have you set your heart on this?" he

slowly asked.
"Yes, father, I have."
"And jou really mean to marry and set-

tle down and take an active Interest in
your father's affairs? He's growing o'd
and needs you."

"Yes, dad."
'ihe older man put out his hand and the

younger firmly gripped 1L
"This Is not," said the father, "quite

tho surprise you may think it. Prof. Pat-to-n

wrote to me some tlmo ago preparing
me for what he seemed to think wa3 in-

evitable. Still, it Is a little startling, com-
ing from your own lips."

"Annie has Just turned the corner,"
murmured tho young man. "Will you
meet her now?"

"I'll meet her mother first," said tho
father. "You keep the daughter away for
a half hour or so. Which is the house?"

"Tho cottage back of the big tree, dad."
The older man picked up the bag. and

the younger one turned and walked rapid-
ly down tho street.

"John," the older man called after him.
"Well, dad?"
"Don't let it slip your mind that the

boycott must bo lifted."
The young man smiled back at his father

and tho latter wistfully watched blm as ho
hastened up the street toward the trim-bui- lt

joung woman who was slowly ap-

proaching.
"Just like me." he muttered, "same old

obstinacy. Ready to go through thick and
thin for what he wants. God bteas htm,
he's all right"

With which closing apoetropfao tke
man caught up ta valla aad tented
through the gateway taat Ma to Um cot-
tage behind the big tn.

lle looked back oace mot a ba aaaaaal-e- d

to atepa. Ha could aw tt tw acaraa.
now W by slda, caasiac alovly a tka
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Irr father

Then Prcaldent lamson held up nil
Land. When all waa still ha beckoned to
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rrof. Pattoa. The latter arose aad stepped
forward.

"Friends," ho said, "I havo soma pleas-
ant news to Impart. It will be. I think,

special interest to the graduating class.
You all know, I am. sure, that our gymna-
sium fund has grown with exasperating
slowness, and that we are still a lorn;
way oft from the desired amount. At
least we were until flvo minutes ago." II
paused and looked around.

"Tho Tact Is," he smilingly went on,
'we have been entertaining a good fairy

unawares. I am making this little expla-
nation without the fairy's knowledge, be.cause, as you 'will presently discover h

the last man fn tho college who wants
his merits advertised. And yet Just a lit- -
no explanation is duo him. He came herequietly at his father's suggestion to addyear of special work to the education
he had alredy received in one of thelarge Eastern colleges. He was prompted.
too. by the necessity of giving a strained
knee a long rest, an accident he received
oa the football field, foe he was, if thedally Journals are to be believed, thegreat halfback of '36. He came to this cot-le- ge

because It was his father's alma mi-
ter and because that father, who has left
his many business Interests and coma
across the continent to be here this even,
ing. desired him to meet and know hla
early friend and old preceptor." Here the
professor bowed "And now I have only
to add." he went on more hurriedly, "thatyour classmate, John Sheldon Sturges, has
Just subscribed $20,000 for the completion
and equipment of the college gymnasium,
and I want you to give him three cheers
and the college yell."

There was a moment's hesitation and
then the cheers and yells were given with

royal will.
"Father, father," cried John, as the

elder Sturgcs pressed forward with hands
outstretched to both his son and tho blush-
ing girl. "ThU Isn't what I wanted at
all"

But tho father only chuckled.
"I told you that boycott would have to

be lifted." he laughingly answered Cleve-
land Plain Dealer.

A DNaMroux Paper Clinsc,
(From the Detroit Free TrcsO

There Is a girl in a certain part ot the
cty who has temporarily retired from so
ciety, and takes her exercise after dark la
company with h"r father. It is also known
that she has grown very systematic, which
la a complete reversal ot form. This lively
little Incident explains it all. She has a
lover in the East. He is young, sentimen-
tal, and at times gushing. She receives a
letter from him almost every day, and the
precious missives were left scattered care-
lessly over the house. With three romp-
ing boys In the family It was Inevitable
that she should come to grief, because of
thU negligence.

The youngsters decided to have a paper
chase. "Sisters letters are Just the thing."
suggested one of them, and that settled
it. The boy that too'c the part of a fox
started with moro than a peck ot the epis-
tles Around the block, through the alleys,
and across backyards be sped, dropping
tho letters to guide as well as confuse the
boys who were en his trail.

When the sister discovered her Ion there
was weeping, scolding, and a hasty jss.il.
ance of orders. All available hands were
soon In the paper chase, but only about 60
per cent of the letters were recovered, and
tho melancholy jcung lady vows to her
confidential friends that those that she re-
gained are the mildest and most temper-
ate of the collection. She Imagines that
everyone she meets is kindly trying to
suppress a laugh, and that all the people
tor blocks around know as much about her
love affairs as she does. But she now
has a strong desk with a latent lock, and
assures her father that she will never be
happy until he buys her a burglar-pro-

safe.
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